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PREFACE 


HIS play is about certain American tramps 

(hobos) who have taken shelter for the 

night. ‘There are those who, when they 
read the words “tramps ”and “shelter for the 
night,” forthwith draw a sigh and murmur some- 
thing about Gorki’s Lotver Depths. The connection 
is natural since, so far as my knowledge extends, 
that is the most widely known Western play 
connected with tramps who have sought shelter 
for the night. Twenty Below, however, has no 
more to do with the Lower Depths and the Lower 
Depths attitude and lavishly elaborated “ atmo- 
sphere ” than it has to do with Hannibal crossing 
the Alps. Twenty Below is an ironical comedy 
dealing with a sort of cracksman (“yegg ”) 
Prometheus and a nymph of the roads. Its 
theme is twofold: (4) The Prometheus theme; 
(>) the theme of desire as opposed to love. 

The Prometheus theme is quite simple. In 
the first act we have our underworld Prometheus 
exhibiting his characteristic attitude, obscurely 
aware of a creed of defiance. In the second 
act he temporarily abandons that creed. In the 
third the course of events brings him back to it, 
and he states his creed with some vehemence. 
In contrast to his attitude and creed and his 
peripetia we have those of the nymph. The 
yery event that brings Prometheus back to a 
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thorough realization of his creed produces in 
her an opposite effect: she becomes persuaded 
that there is “ Something ” that is above the battle 
and that cares for us. 

The desire and love theme is a lesser theme. 
It is a contrast of two attitudes, and is reinforced 
by the figures of Riley, Louie, and the Duke, 
transported with desire for a woman, as opposed 
to the figure of the Doctor, who has come to 
his present degradation by reason of desire in a 
woman. 

This explanation has seemed to me necessary, 
for reading a play and seeing it acted are very 
different matters, and I have known most dis- 
tinguished readers of a play of mine to admit 
that they never really grasped what I was driving 
at till they saw it played. Personally 1 am of 
the opinion that performance—and if possible a 
performance after adequate rehearsals, including 
rehearsals at which the author has been permitted 
to proffer advice—and performance only is the 
proper test of a play. 

For the benefit of those who have not realized 
that English and American are different tongues, 
let me make it quite plain that this play is through- 
out written in American, an exuberant sort of 
tongue, American being now at a stage somewhat 
analogous to that of English about the beginning 
of Elizabeth’s reign. 

Finally | desire to express my gratitude for the 
considerable assistance I received in making this 
play from my friend Maurice Browne, the 
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originator of Little Theatres in America, a man 
of immense industry and great ability; one who, 
to my mind, has never yet received adequate 
recognition in respect of the work he and his 
fellow-worker Ellen Van Volkenburg have accom- 
plished toward the establishment of the Theatre 
devoted to truth as opposed to the Theatre 
devoted to lies. , 
“«”~ ROBERT NICHOLS. 
Ewhurst, 


Surrey. 
November, 1926. 


LOAD RIME BY WAY OF PRELUDE 


Hobo voices (pianissimo) : 


Little we know how it is, nothing we know of the 
why, 

simply we shuffle the road leads to the ends of 
the earth. 

Everything kicks us. We learn, and those who 
quit learning must die, 

But the learning is all pf the road and unriddles 
no riddle of birth. 


The stars in their courses may set, the stars in 
their courses may rise, 

We look at them and say nothing, not knowing 
their why or ours, 

Only sometimes we feel there is beauty in all 
those eyes 

Whether that beauty mocks or blesses our ways 
and hours. 


But the wisdom we learn of the road, of folks that 
take or that give, 

The virtue of defiance or love, though its cry be 
a mortal cry, 

In this alone we find faith and by this alone we 
can live 

Till the unquiet stars quit trooping the twilit 
road of the sky. 
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CHARACTERS IN THE DRAMA 


(In order of their appearance) 


Tue Duke 

Dino Giszons, @ yege* 
Has-Been Ritey, an ex-pugilist 
Lourr, a herd 

Doctor PercivaL WHITTAKER 
Biazes 

ConsTABLE 

SEconD CONSTABLE 

‘Turrp ConsTABLE 
SUPERINTENDENT 


Time: the present 
Prace: Somewhere in the Middle West of the U.S.A. 


* In English “ cracksman.”’ 


Note : J stage directions the English system is used : Right means 
actors’ right when facing audience. 
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A DRAMA OF THE ROAD 
IN THREE ACTS 


ACT ONE 
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ty ket CINE: 


The curtain rises disclosing the rude interior of a 
small-town jail. There is a door leading into a 
short, plain corridor with four cells in Right Back. 
There are two dirty windows, the broken panes of 
which are stuffed with rags and which are partially 
barred without; oe window being in Left Back 
and the other in Center Left Wall. Between the 
door in Center Back and the window in Left Back 
hangs a map, tawny with age. Downstage on Left 
a rough pine table. On this table stands a lighted 
kerosene lamp, throwing a half-light about the room. 
Downstage, well out from Right Wall, is a jumbo 
stove, smudgy red with the fire. Before the siove, 
downstage and parallel with the proscenium, a bench, 
and about the stove a few battered chairs. The room 
is dirty and its whole aspect dull, bleak and godfor- 
saken. Grouped about the stove are five stragglers : 
four of them partly decrepit, the fifth worn but still 
game. In this aggregation of minds and temperaments 
the most striking singularity, in the usual course of 
events, would be the persistence, common among 
those ‘‘ on the road,” of tolerance despite the variety 
and violence of mutual antipathies, a tolerance not, 
however, to be attributed to loftiness of character, 
but growing out of the fact that, although talk and 
argument 1s endless, no one takes the other completely 
seriously. The strain of more than three days’ 
confinement has, however, told upon the group. The 
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strain affects each differently. Of the five, Dino 
Gippons, the yegg, is the least affected, though on 
him too it has told, making him grimmer and more 
sardonic than ever. Even in immobility he domin- 
ates the group. He is dressed better than the others. 
He ‘wears a well-fitting dark blue tailored suit, a 
black satine shirt open at the throat, and clean brown 
shoes. He has bristly red curls, but the hair has 
receded somewhat from the powerful brow. His face 
is seamed by exposure, by the strain of warfare against 
man and the elements, and by years. His jaw ts 
firm and heavy. His torso is massive, albeit he is a 
tall man. The wind howls. A vague movement, 
adjustment of chilly limbs in clothing, takes place 
among the group. Dejection, listlessness and the 
increasing cold are Setting them more and more on 
edge. Ina lull of the storm the prolonged and waver- 
ing hoot of a locomotive can be heard. ‘Tur Duke, 
a mean, swarthy, sickly, sharp-faced young fellow of 
about thirty, in a much.soiled cheap suit that was once 
flashy, collarless and with a muffler round his throat, 
rises stiffly and goes over to the window in Left Back. 
He tries to clean it by rubbing his elbow over it, but 
gives up in disgust and returns to his position by the 
stove. The engine cries its cry again more faintly. 


THE DUKE 


There she goes—six hundred miles to 
Broadway. 


GIBBONS 


Not it. It’s seven. You ain’t ever done it. 
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THE DUKE 
How d’you know ? 


GIBBONS 


I can see, can’t 1? Ain’t I been spoiling my 
eyesight with you more’n three days and 
nights, shutting myself up outa the wind in 
this jail, with this happy family, you lousy 
egg? A 


THE DUKE 
What yer mean—lousy egg ? 


GIBBONS 
You’re worse—egg laid by a rooster. 


THE DUKE 


Eh? Eh? 


RILEY 


[Rising from his morose sulks| Oh shurrup—you 
make me sick—you and your squeaky voice. 


THE DUKE 
’"E, keeps pickin’ on me! I can’t open my 
mouth but 


RILEY 
Keep it shut then. We didn’t come in here 
for company. We ain’t jailbirds in the pen 
and you the guard screechin’ at us. We're 
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free men, sneakin’ outa the cold, and I'll 
thank you not to make this bughouse wors’n 
it is. 


GIBBONS 


Worse—uh! [He spits.] When I looks at 
the Duke there—and I’ve had to keep looking 
at him for three days and nights—god-dam 
it if | wouldn’t rather be outside, twenty below 
though it is. [RKiésing, he laughs sombrely and 
goes over to the map.]| New York, uh! [He 
spits again. Ruixey resumes his sulks.| New 
York . . . some city for a MAN. 


THE DUKE 
"Ow d’you know I ain’t been there? [He 
stands up. No answer. GipBons i5 busy 
tracing a route on the map with his forefinger. 
More aggressively, now that GIBBONS 1s at a 
distance.| ’Ow d’you know ? 


RILEY 
[Rousing himself again, with weary exasperation] 
He never said you ain’t been there, he said 
ay : ; 
you ain’t never beat it. [le resumes his sulks.] 


GIBBONS 
[Over his shoulder|—An’ couldn’t beat it. 


THE DUKE 


[Protesting against the universal indifference] 
How does he know what I can do? I ask 


ACT ONE 


you, Riley, does he know the world as I know 
it? Has he had all the swell skirt I’ve had ? 
Has he 


LOUIE 


[4 man of forty with white eyelashes, wearing 
overalls, a hickory shirt, a mangy fur comforter 
cap from which protrudes over his eyes a flaxen 
love-lock ; in his bleating tenor voice, the voice 
of a simpleton] Atta boy, talk about skirt 
again: that’s the only thing can keep us 
warm in here. 


[Gispons wanders back. Doctor Per- 
crvaL WuiTTaKkEeR suddenly lifts his 
thin hands to his head. He is a 
spectral figure. He might be any age 
from thirty-five to seventy. Despite 
the fact that his thin beard is matted 
and the remains of his stragghng 
silvery hair obscure his blue eyes, in 
which hovers a perpetual stare at some- 
thing unseen, there is some faint flavour 
of the highly respectable about him. But 
in his seedy greatcoat, with ripped pockets, 
he is the most threadbare of all. Con- 
sumption has him quietly but inexorably, 
if unspectacularly, by the throat, about 
which he has wound a dirty rag as bandage, 
and which he seeks to shelter by keeping 
his coat collar always up. is voice ts 
not strong, and when he coughs it is softly 
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and apologetically. From time to time 
traces of refinement and nobility appear 
in the ruin, especially when roused. Then 
one sees the remains of the directness, in- 
cisiveness, and authority of a distinguished 
savant and citizen, and also something of 
the same distinguished savant and citizen's 
impatience with the crassness of a world 
absorbed in aims more gross than his. 


THE DOCTOR 


[Hollowly, with precise enunciation, solemn] 
For godsake, gentlemen, let us have no more 
talk of women. Woman is a cursed thing: 
enough to turn any man’s mind. 


LOUIE 


There he goes again. We know all about 
that, Doc. You’ve told it us a thousand 
times. 


THE DOC 
I said to her—I said 


THE DUKE 


To hell with what you said to her. We can 
guess what she said to you. [Feeble laughter.} 


THE DOC 


He was with her. They were both laughing. 
[He looks round their faces and sighs.) To 
think of it! To think of it! 


ACT ONE 


RILEY 
[Exasperated] Shut up, for Jesus’ sake, shut up. 


GIBBONS 


[Sitting down] Let him alone. He’s nutty as 
a walnut tree... . 


THE DUKE 


- 
Las’ time I was ff lil’ old New York I was kep’ 
by a swell dame 


RILey 
With ribbons on her teddies. What yer 
doin’ here then? Are you Cal Coolidge 
steppin’ out ? 

THE DOC 
Gentlemen! Gentlemen! 


THE DUKE 
I sung in vaudeville 


GIBBONS 
And all the bathing belles drowned themselves 
for love of you, / know. [He rises and sings in 
heavy drawling monotone with a trace of mockery] 


Jesus loves me, yes I know, 
For the Bible tells me so, 
Ho-ha Ho-ha Ho-ha Ho, 
For the Bible tells me so, 
Well, I’m very much obliged to Jesus! 
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[They all chortle.| Stick something in that fire. 
[He kicks the wood-box toward Lourz. Lovtz, 
jinding there is no more wood in the box, wrenches 
off a side, breaks it up, and crams it into the 

- fire.| Whata night! It'd freeze the tail off 
a brass monkey. Whew-w-w! I never saw 
such a dam booby hutch. Why, a preacher’s 
dog wouldn’t livein the dam place. [He 
sings again] 


The flies sit down—oh hell! [He desists.} 


RILEY 
Pipe up, you music-hall barker. 


THE DUKE 
[ Singing feebly] 
The flies sit down on the window pane, 


But it’l] wash off when it comes to rain, 
And then they’ll come and sit down again— 


[He looks for the others to join in. They do not.) 
But I’m very much obliged to Jesus! 


RILEY 
Rotten! 


LOUIE 


[ Bleating| Baa-aa! Git back to the wimmen. 
I ain’t heard talk about wimmen for seven 
months. Nuthin’ but sheep. 

IO 
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THE DUKE 


[Jronically] You ain’t worth telling about 
women. Tell us about sheep. [General 
laughter. Some bleats.] 


LOUIE 


Sheep’s wonnerful. [They are so wonderful 
that he doesn’t knoyrhow to proceed. 


THE DOC 


[ Unexpectedly] He’s right. Asa brain surgeon 
I should know. Have you ever examined 
the brain of a sheep? [They pay no attention. 
His votce dies away.]| 


LOUIE 


All the great guys in the Bible, the fellers that 
had the wimmen, were sheep men—David, 
King Solomon 


THE DUKE 


We know all about him on Broadway. They 
weren’t sheep, they was lil’ white-legged 
chickens. [General laughter and some bleating, 
Riley’s bleat being ironical at the expense of 
Tue Duxe. Tue Duke sees his opportunity.} 
Talking about sheep 


RILEY 


Baa-baa! 
II 
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THE DUKE 


You know that goat-gland stuff? A guy on 
Broadway told me this one: there was a rube 
on Broadway when I was there 


GIBBONS 


I'll say there was. [Laughter.] 


THE DUKE 
What d’yer mean ? 


GIBBONS 


Sit down, son. You weren’t never on Broad- 
way. You ain’t got enough to las’ a day, you 
haven’t. 


RILEY 


You’ve said it. Nearest ’e ever was to 
Broadway was to get burned by a dame from 
there—that’s all ’e knows. 


THE DUKE 
[Vindictively} Ya! You bleeding Has-Been! 


[Riley rises and moves over toward THE DuxeE. 
Tue Duxe edges away. Riley’s hair- 
line is V-shaped on a wide, low forehead. 
His humped nose is bent sideways. His 
caulifiower ears resemble pieces of putty 
stuck on the sides of his head. The muscles 
of his neck bulge above the heavy shoulders. 


He is stooped, as if the weight of carrying 
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his shoulders was too much. He wears a 
roughneck sweater, corduroy trousers, worn 
tan shoes, and a coat that gapes under the 
armpits. He is middle-aged. 


RILEY 


Has-Been!—is it? I knows Broadway. 
Why, I was the best man o’ my weight in the 
world. I fought j,m all—middle-weights, 
heavyweights — everybody! Why, I’d ’a 
fought Napoleon—but ’e was dead. I'll 
never forget the night I fought Kid Lavigne 
in Detroit—twenty rounds it was. [He pauses, 
his face exultant in reverie. His shoulders move 
—his fists close—and he starts to shadow-box 
clumsily.) 1 cut him to pieces, I did. I 
made him hear my gloves swish like a nigger 
hears the lash of a whip down South. Why, 
even when I missed him—he thought bullets 
were going by; and when I hit him he thought 
he was in the woods with the trees fallin’ on 
him. Ha! Huh! And that bastard of a 
referee only give me a draw—[He pauses]— 
I had him hangin’ on in the twentieth. He 
was the greatest man in the world—he was— 
and I licked him, damn his hide. I'll say 
I was a man and don’t you never call me no 
Has-Been, you little Broadway fairy! You 
unwashed son-of-a-bitch! You  cock-eyed 
preliminary bum! You [He raises his 
hand asif tohitTue Duxe. His frame trembles 
with emotion. His voice trails off into a sobbing 
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echo.) Iwasaman,1] was. Goddamn you— 
[with great sobs|—and the women were nutty 
about me! Where are they now? Here’s 
me. [He sobs loudly again. Ginpons, who has 
risen to intervene, pats Ritey on the shoulder ; 
then he puts his arm round him.] 


GIBBONS 


There! There! We know the referee was a 
faker. I remember you—Riley and Lavigne 
and John L. Sullivan—why, a cyclone couldn’t 
lick you when you started slamming your 
gloves. 


RILEY 


To hell with that! I’m tired of this damn 
jail. I want to get outa here! My God! 
Four days! I'd rather pick snipes on the 
street, or steal pennies from dead preachers’ 
eyes. By God, I will get out! [He starts 
toward the door in mad determination. Lovtt 
looks alarmed. Even Tur Docror rouses.] 


GIBBONS 


[Shouting] It’s twenty below, you damn fool! 
You'll freeze your toe-nails off! You’ve been 
too good a goof in your day to let ya freeze 
now, you poor damn liquor-soak! 

[Ritey staggers blindly into the door. 
Gispons rushes after and grapples with 
him. Their bodies sway back and forth— 
one gains the mastery and then the other. 
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RILEY 
[Half groaning and moaning] Le’ me outa here! 


Le’ me outa here! 


[Tue Duxe has meanwhile appropriated 
Riey’s place close up by the stove. 


THE DUKE 


Let him out! Let-him out! What the hell 
do we care? Sose he does freeze stiffer’n 
the undertaker ’ud charge to bury him! he’s 
doin’ what he wants to do. MHe’s had his 
day. That’s more than most guys ever get. 


[The tussle has subsided while Tut Duxe 
is hollering. Rirzy suffers himself, 
whimpering, to be led back to the stove. 


GIBBONS 


[To Tue Duxe] Can that stuff! Get out! 
[He kicks him out of the chair and dumps Rizy 
in the seat. WRirey fishes in his clothing and 
produces the stump of a cigar. GIBBONS, some- 
what contemptuously, gives him a light from the 
stove. This job done, he treats them all to a 
disdainful glance, digging his elbow out at THE 
Duke as if going to hit him. ‘Tue Duke edges 
round and sneaks a seat as far off as possible. 
Gippons takes the middle of the room and holds 
it.) You’re all a bunch o’ bums—wors’n 
ticks on a dead dog. Look at yourselves, 
you lop-eared mongrels! [No answer. Wind 
without. He glances round sneeringly.| Here's 
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Riley weepin’ like a blind pup cos he can’t 
beat up the storm, when he’s so weak he 
couldn’t hurt a fly crawlin’ over his nose. 
Look at that—that tailor’s dummy there— 


_ what’s been caught in the rain—shootin’ his 


mouth ’bout New York when he’d run from 
the first cop gave him the once-over for 
talkin’ to a skirt. 


THE DUKE 


It'salie! IfI was on Broadway 


GIBBONS 
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[Witheringly] If you were fed pebbles you’d 
hatch alligators. [Tue Duke subsides.} And 
this—[e/aborately|—Doctor Percival Whit- 
taker—a precious bag of sawbones—with the 
hell of a practice—mumblin’ about sheep’s 
brains. And if it isn’t sheep’s brains it’s 
sheep. [Derisively] Baa-aa! Baa-aa!. Louie, 
don’ you want a woman? Go and get one. 
You don’t know how to, you poor simpoleon. 
All you can do is to baa! Your bloody 
bellwether has more sense. Baa-aa! Baa-aa! 
You're all a lot o’ baa-baas about what you’ve 
been or wish you’d been. [Gesture of contempt. 
He takes a stride or two.| Monkeys-in-heaven, 
it’s enough to drive a guy goofy! Why can’t 
you see yourselves as you are, you crummy 
Has-Beens, instead of baaing round like a 
lot of los’ sheep? You oughta thank your 
bloody stars you’re allowed in this jail outa 
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the cold—you bunch of left-overs. You 
ain’t worth it. I wouldn’t let you if I had the 
word—not I! I’m Dino Gibbons, I am— 
known from coast to coast. I know how to 
use the soup on a safe, you bet. Yessir, a 
yegg. Anda good yegg. Why, I kin open 
their damn safes like a convent girl opens a 
love-letter. Ho! Ho! Ho! The sons of 
bitches! I knows what I am and what I’m 
up against—wanted by the police and proud 
of it! [He towers, dismissing the lot with a 
gesture of both arms] You—you godforsaken 
bums—you’re nothing! Meet Dino Gibbons 
and you meet a MAN! [He thumps his chest.] 


THE DOC 
[ Leaning back in his chair and looking up at the 
ceiling] Baa-aa! Baa-aa! [He is overcome by 
a fit of coughing. Gissons is slightly discon- 
certed, but puts this interruption down to the 
“ nuttiness” of THe Doctor, pulls him up 
straight in his chair, and gives him a whack over 
the shoulders. | 


GIBBONS 
Christ, you’re a wreck! Yah! Yeah!— 
[glancing round|—Holy Mother, look at ’em! 
A hell of a damn joint for a guy like me that’s 
used to fancy company and fine women. 
[He seizes a chair and pitches himself into 
it, Footsteps are heard without—martial foot- 


steps and lagging ones.) Eigho! Women! 
Cc 17 
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Women! [He stretches. A slight scuffle is 
heard, then footsteps in unison. The door bursts 
open. Bxazes is sent spinning into the middle 
of the room by one push from the ConsTas.e.] 
Jesusgod, I’d give five years in the pen for a 
swell broad right now, with big eyes, good 
legs, and a head of hair on her! [He grasps 
an imaginary form to his bosom. He becomes 
aware of the draught.) Hello! 


[The appearance of the ConstTaBLe has not been 
without its effect on the others. ‘THE DuKE 
automatically rises, shoves his hands into 
his pockets, and shifts from one foot to the 
other. Lovuts cringes. RuLey casts one 
rapid glance behind him and then, hiding 
the cigar in his cupped hand, pretends to be 
wiping away something on the floor with 
his foot. Tur Doctor shivers and 
shrinks further into his coat. G1BBons’ 
gaze, sweeping past Buazes, encounters 
that of the ConsTaBLe. He glares. Mean- 
while Biazes, a slender boy of about 
seventeen, goes shivering and with teeth 
chattering toward the stove, keeping his 
eye on GIBBONS and skirting round as far 
as possible from him. ‘THe Duke, one 
eye on the CONSTABLE, Shoves a chair 
toward the vagrant with his foot. 


THE DUKE 


There ye are, kid. [He smiles ingratiatingly at 
the ConsTaBLE, who takes no notice. The boy 
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stands by the fire, hands out, glancing quickly 
about the room, sizing up the inmates. Mean- 
while the prolonged mutual glare of GisBons and 
the cop ends in the cop finding his eyes beaten. 
The cop slowly turns about. A flurry of snow 
drifts in.] 


GIBBONS 
[Fiercely] Hey, you! The room’ll be full of 
geese feathers irf'a-minute. Shut that god-dam 
door. 


CONSTABLE 
[Deliberately opening it again] Who are yer 
talking to? 


GIBBONS 
You, you brass-buttoned bastard: shut that 
god-dam door. [he ConstaBLe goes. They 
are about to turn to the new arrival when the 
ConstTaBLe pushes the door open again.| 


GIBBONS 
Ain’t yer gone yet? Goon. Git out. Go 
an’ shine your buttons. You gotta hangover 
worse than an onion. [Laughter.] 


CONSTABLE 
[Ignoring him, glaring round] 1 don’t want no 
smokin’ in this jail tonight. The last bunch 
of bums flopped here come nigh to burnin’ 


down the jail. 
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GIBBONS 
[(Cynically] That would ’av been hellish hard 
on the cockroaches. [RuiLzy gives a short snort 
of nervous laughter. Lovie bleats. The Con- 
STABLE retreats precipitantly.) Go tell your 
‘wife you’re a woman! 


THE DUKE 


[Now that the ConstaBe is safely gone] Don’t 
get yer feet wet, Bertie. You know yer 
mother always worries about you. 


RILEY 


[Relighting his cigar] ‘That lizard never had a 


mother. 


THE DUKE 


P’raps not. Making ’em’s more in his line, 
I guess. I knew a cop once took two girls 


and: 


GIBBONS 


Girls ? No, married women’s more their 
line. Plenty of opportunity, snooping around. 
Well, married women’s all right. 


RILEY 


Give me widders—they’re real women: armful 
of the genuine stuff. No blowing hot and 
cold like the married ones. 
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AGT ONE 


GIBBONS 
Choice is what you’re feeling like. Brunettes 
today, blondes tomorrow. I know! I’ve 
sampled ’em all—all sizes and shapes—oh, 
boy, some shapes!—in all states of matrimony 
or out of it—from New York to ’Frisco, from 
Detroit to New Orleans. 


THE DUKE 


They say them,Ffenchie girls 


GIBBONS 
Frenchie girls be damned. Nice grown 
American girls for me—they don’t ask too 
many questions or expect too many lies. 
Besides, there’s romance in them—and I like 
a bit of romance—it’s the sauce on your ham. 
[Angry gesture] What's the gooda wishing 
Guess I could do with any sort of skirt right 
now. Should say I could indeed. [He blows 
in his hands.] 


THE DUKE 


[ Shrilly] You ain’t the only one 


RILEY 


We all could. 


THE DUKE 
[To Tue Doctor) Fancy a bit of tail, Doc ? 
Just a feather ° 

[Tue Docror starts and looks from Tue 


Duke #0 Louie nonuplussed.] 
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THE DUKE 
Say “ yes,” you bleeding spectre! 


THE DOC 


, [Blankly] Yes, yes, of course. ... [Laughter.] 


LOUIE 
[Heartily] Sure, anything with legs on it. 
Same as the rest of us. Phew! [Svretching 
out his arms, with hands upturned, he wiggles 


his fingers.) 


THE DUKE 
[Shrilly] Atta boy! [Trembling with excitement, 
to the world.| Eatitup. [Flapping his hands 
on his mouth he kisses them, exclaiming] Yum- 
yum-yum! [The others catch fire.] 


RILEY, LOUIE, GIBBONS 


[With the same action] Yum-yum-yum! Yum- 
yum-yum! [GrBBons recovers first.] 


GIBBONS 
Fat lot of good that is out here. [He rises.] 
Jesusgod! [He moves a Uitle toward the 
stove. To Brazes] Where the hell do you 


come from ? 


BLAZES 


What the blazes is that to you ? 
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ACT ONE 
RILEY 


[Turning] Hell, that’s the kid that crep’ into 
the junction two weeks ago. 


LOUIE 
[Crossing over] So ’tis. 


GIBBONS 
I wasn’t with you. 


THE DUKE 


[ Shrilly| Stingy lil’ stinker! Slep’ in a corner 
all by ’isself. Don’t you remember we called 
’im Blazes ? 


RILEY 


[Chuckling] Sure we did, ’cos he used that 
filthy word every time he was provoked. 


GIBBONS 
[Interested] Got your nose in the air, have you, 
kid? Gotta bit o’ backbone? [With fero- 
cious bonhomie] 1 like that! Come across. 
Let’s have a peek at you, Blazes. 


[The boy hesitates, searching GipBons’ face. 
Louis, in loutish amusement, gives the 
boy a push. ‘Tue Duke Sticks out a leg 
and trips him up. Burazes falls with a 
little cry. G1BBons yanks Biazes up by 
the shoulder of coat and shirt. The shirt 


ain) 


TWENTY BELOW 


rips wide open. Gr1BBons steps back, 
relaxing his hold. All the men stare. 
Louie smirks and runs his tongue around 
his mouth. He edges against the others, 
trying to come closer. Rurey’s shoulders 
move gently with a sort of swagger. He 
stands erect and feels for the ragged lapel 
of his coat. Buazes quickly draws the 
shirt together. Dead silence. At last—] 


GIBBONS 


[Elemental but controlled] See that t—a girl, 


[4 slight hiss is heard—the men drawing in 
their breath through their teeth. Hands 
are clenched at sides. The eyes of all 
are glued upon the now covered breast. 


The door opens. The ConstTaBLe puts 
in his head. 


CONSTABLE 


24 


There’s only room for four of you fellows in 
the cells. ‘Iwo of you can stay in the recep- 
tion room here. Settle that between your- 


selves. Goodnight, gentlemen. [He with- 
draws. | 


[4 vague, guttural, animal sound breaks out ; 
part lust, part mutual hate. Lovir’s 
hand is seen to go out. Rui iey sirikes 
ineffectually across at him, Burazes bolts 
for the door, which, however, slowly and 
inexorably closes behind the CONSTABLE. 


RILEY 


ACT ONE 


[With sinister geniality] Fat chance you'd have 
with a cop—telling him your troubles. Come 
to me, little un. I’ll show you. 


LOUIE 


[She becomes instantly tense and turns about. 


Her body within its rough clothes is evi- 
dently lithe, vibrant, slender. She wears 
trousers that have a jagged hole torn over 
one knee, ayflannel shirt, a coat that is 
too small Gnd tight for her, a large plaid 
cap and bulldog-toed shoes, slightly down 
at heel and badly scuffed. Her eyes are 
circled as if she hasn’t slept for twenty- 
four hours or so. She has a certain 
measure of prettiness that is not without 
character, and now, in her extremity, 
seems nearly beautiful, so tight-drawn with 
determination is the mask of her face 
and so bright the eyes in the mask. Turn- 
ing about, she has instinctively tightly 
closed her arms about her breasts. Pause. 


(In his bleating voice] Come on, pretty. 


THE DUKE 
I spoke to her first. 


RILEY 


[Roaring] To hell with you! 
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THE DUKE 
_ [In screaming protest] Here! I tell you I 


RILEY 
Mine! Mine! 
f [4/l together in an 
Lou uproar; Tue Duke, 
To me! To me! Lovir and RILEY 
moving toward her.) 
GIBBONS 


Come here, you! 

[The ConstaBLe batters on the door. Instant 
silence. ‘THE Doctor, in his chatr, hts 
eyes horribly staring, slowly turns hts 
ghastly head 


CONSTABLE 


[Bawling] Quit rioting in there! [His step 
is heard retreating. The three that had stopped 
step one step closer. Buiazes, with something 
fierce and feline in her gait, marches straight 
toward the stove. | 


BLAZES 


No, you don’t! [With her back to the stove.} 
Vd rather jump in the stove. [The three face 
about. The dilated eyes of all save Tut Doctor, 
who sits goggling, are fixed on her as if rifling 
her. An awful pause follows. Gissons takes 
a step forward. ‘Tue Duxe, Ritey and Louis 
close in on her. Hands stretch slowly out. Sua- 


denly Loutx gives a little caper and nannies like 
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@ goat. Buazes, with one hand clutching the 
coat over her breast, strikes fiercely out with the 
other at the faces of Louie and Ritey. She 
shrieks.| God damn your souls to hell! You 
beasts! You worms! [She is suddenly silent 
from exhaustion. Neither Lovie mor Rivey 
winces at the blows. She draws back. Her hand 
encounters a chair. The men lean forward 
toward her, swaying slightly as if drunk, G1BBONS 
among them. JReir heavy breathing can be 
heard. Abruptly and with surprising alacrity 
Tue Docror rises.] 


THE DOC 


[Sniffing like a dog and muttering] Eh? Eh? 
[ Both Brazes’ hands go to the back of the chair. 
She lifts it slowly above her head. ‘Tur Doctor 
moves into mid position. The hands of the men 
are all but touching her. She begins to tremble. 
The death s-head face of Tur Docror appears 
directly before her. Her eyes widen in horror 
Tue Doc speaks quietly.) Woman: the 
accursed thing. [She sways. du unearthly 
wail escapes her lips. GiBBONS shoots out an 
arm and catches the chair as it is about to crash.) 


GIBBONS 


[Straddling and threatening with the chair] 
Stand back, all of you! Stand back! It 
ain’t goin’ to be this way. 


QUICK CURTAIN. 
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RSE wo 


The curtain rises on the same scene half an hour later. 
Brazts is seated in the centre chair by the stove, looking 
into 1t with an expression of stolid determination. 
She shifts into a new position in her seat. As she 
does so, Loutx, on the near side, spits on something 
in his right hand and then rubs this something with his 
left ; at the same time jerking his head in voiceless 
argument with her. Spe does not appear even to 
seehim. Tur Duxey standing behind her, is bending 
over and whispering in her ear. She turns her head 
and spits deliberately and without rancour in his face. 
THE Duke swallows, wipes the spittle away, and 
continues whispering. Riiey, on the further side, 
stretching out a paw, tries to pat her on the knee in 
a wheedling manner. She keeps on gently but firmly 
knocking the hand away. Tue Doctor, in a chair 
somewhat apart and toward the middle of the room, 
seems to wake abruptly from his unhealthy, staring 
drowse. 


THE DOC 
[ln guiet argument with the unseen, addressing 
the air] God measures all things, yet even 
He, no more than a physician, can look into 
the mind. The mind is an abyss. Are the 
mental factors that determine a course of 
action mainly dependent on the merely physio- 
logical? Or have psychical factors—the 
soul—a place? We do not know. Let me 
give you an example—f[he seems to try to laugh] 
—out of my own experience. [His voice 
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- I said to her 


TWENTY BELOW 


becomes tremulous; he stretches out a hand.] 
[Suddenly he begins to sob, 
and the sob seems to fill the entire room as with the 
sound of a wholly impersonal anguish. GiBBONS, 


‘ who has been sitting with folded arms on the table 


over Left, suddenly bangs upon it and rises to 
his feet. | 


GIBBONS 


Hell eat you all! I’ve been watching you 
this last half-hour, you bunch of bums. And 
you make me sick. Quit dickying round 
that girl and listen to me! [Re/uctantly they 
do so.| ve been watching you! I see’d 
each at his lil’ game. What you got in your _ 
hand, Louie? [Louts hides his hand.| Two 
bits, is it? Put it away, you may need it 
for your funeral. Riley, you soak, you were a 
swell lover once, but now you’ve no more pith 
in you thana dry cane. [Tue Duke has bent 
down again.| Stop whispering—you ain’t 
got nuthin’ for her—you! Or shall I bust 
you same as I would a toothpick, you washed- 
out poolroom son-of-a-whore? [THe Duxe 
subsides into the furthest chair. G1psBons takes 
the middle of the room.] You're all baa-aaing 
again—biddin’ against one another like a lot 
of stinking horse traders at an auction. And 
what you got ?—nothing. 


BLAZES 


32 


Leave ’em alone. I should worry. 


ACE lwo 


GIBBONS 
Speak when you’re spoken to. [To the others] 
You can’t all get her, I’m the Big Noise 
here. 


BLAZES 
You are, are you? [To the others] Is he 
the Big Noise? ,fShe looks them over.) Are 
you letting hinf get away with that? [They 
shift uneasily. Her eye rests on Rey. ] 


RILEY 
Me?... T’ll show him. [Not too eagerly 
he begins to remove his coat. Buazes looks per- 
turbed. | 


GIBBONS 
[With grim humour] Keep it on, you poor fool. 
You'll need it when you land outside. [Hands 
in pockets he sidles threateningly toward Kiey.] 
Come on now. Hit me.... Thinking 
of the snow out there? I stopped you once, 
but I'll sure put you back if you fancy it. 
[Rivey turns away.] You'll sleep soft and the 
undertaker’ll find you stiffer than a frozen 
crow in the morning. Twenty below! 
Well? [No answer.) Fight’s off, eh? 
[To Brazes] You backed the wrong horse. 
Rub the dust outa your eyes, little "un, and 
maybe you'll see who’s going to be the winner. 
[To the others] Now then 
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BLAZES 


If you thinks it’s you, you’re crazier than the 
rest. 


GIBBONS 


Will you shut up ? 


BLAZES 


Why the blazes should I? It’s me you're 
talkin’ about and I ain’t gonna lie down and 
say nothing. 


GIBBONS 
You sung a different tune half an hour ago by 
that stove there. 

BLAZES 


Never mind what I sung; that nutty Doc 
scared me. I’m speakin’ the truth now. 
Not one of you’s goin’ to get me. 


GIBBONS 


[With genial irony, pleased at her spirit] \n- 
deed ? And why not? 


BLAZES 


Because what I got I gives. And I ain’t 
never yet seen the man I’d give it to. And as 
for you—[with a spegial glance at Gissons ]— 
why, none of you have any more chance than 
a snowball in hell. 


34 


ACT “Two 


GIBBONS 


[Honestly astonished, coming over] Are you 
goofy? Do you know who you're talking 
to? I’m Dino Gibbons, I am. 


BLAZES 


Dino Gibbons—the great yegg. Pleased to 
meet you. [Despite his threatening look she 
stretches out wa hand. The others laugh. 
GrBBONS furns on them.] 


GIBBONS 
That kid’s got spunk—you ain't got nothing 
[They subside. Turning to her again, summarily] 
Now then, come across! Stop baa-ing. 


BLAZES 


[ Quietly, turning away to the fire} I’m not 
baa-ing. That’s the truth. What I said, 
I said. 


GIBBONS 
[Grimly] I hope it helps you. It don’t cut 
no more ice with me than the baa-ing of these 
sheep here. They buy and you gives. Ho! 
Ho! Ho! Very pretty if this was a hock- 
shop and I was a sea-lawyer. But that stuff 
don’t go. [Roughly, but not unkindly| Get 
wise, kid. ‘This guy’s a yegg. What I want 
I takes—if I want it. [Spinning slowly round 
on his heel.| Mebbe this time I don’t want it. 
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BLAZES 


[Disconcerted, but following him] Mebbe, mebbe, 
mebbe not, I should say. I know you. 


RILEY 


[With sullen relish] She’s kiddin’ you, sure, 
she’s kiddin’ you, you dumbbell. 


GIBBONS 


[Swinging round] Is that so? [He /unges out 
and takes her by the cap and hair. \f | thought 
that I’d bash your face in. 


BLAZES 


[Slowly] Bash it. I ain’t got anything on 
any of you. Blazes! you’re all a bunch of 
cock-eyed bums! [She spits viciously. Loutg, 
Riey, and Tue Duxs start up.] 


THE DUKE 
Here! 


LOUIE 


Hit her, Dino! 


RILEY 
Who’re you callin’ bums ? 


[GipBons, pressing on her head, forces her & 
her knees. He raises his Ast. 
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ACT TWO 


BLAZES 
[Livid, without flinching] A lot o’ pimps 
without women! Scabs! Punkgrafters! 
Jungle buzzards! You can’t even get ar- 
rested ! 


[GisBons, with fist uplifted, looks round the 
faces of the others. He observes their 
expressionsgand bursts into colossal laughter. 
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GIBBONS 
Pen Hoel Hol. Hal Hal Hal eka: 
you're a knockout! Here, stand up. [He 
hoists her to her feet. To the others, threaien- 
ingly, but with immense enjoyment.| Git back, 
you cock-eyed bums, you scabs, you jungle 
buzzards what can’t get arrested, or she’il 
bite your tails off! The lady won’t have none 
of you! [He goes into renewed fits of laughter. | 


BLAZES 
[Drawing away and going determinedly to the 
fire, where she appropriates the chair.| And 
you keep away, or I’ll bite your tail off, Dino 
Gibbons—though you mebbe do have the 


makings of a man. 


GIBBONS 
[Delighted] Me, Dino Gibbins, the king o’ 
the yeggs, mebbe—mark you, mebbe!—the 
makings of a man! D’you hear that, you 
bloody dingbats? Ho! Ho! Ho! Gosh, 
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you’re a Jerusalem marvel, you are! You're 
a mascot! I’ll wear you in my hat to frighten 
cops with, I will! You’re too good to lose. 
[Inspired] Boys, I got it—we’ll draw lots for 
‘ther. Whoever gets her can have the taming 
of her. 


THE DUKE 


Sure. 


LOUIE 
What’s that ? What’s that? 


RILEY 


[Doub:fully] Draw lots for her ? 


GIBBONS 
What say? [He Jooks them round.) Every 
man his chance. [His eye lights on ‘THE 
Docror.] Doc, you’re in this. [Doubling 
with laughter.| Gosh! If the Doc got her, 
she’d knock the nuts outa his head! 


BLAZES 
[Turning] | would. But I’m not going to be 
draw’d lots for. 


GIBBONS 


Biuges Oh, isn’t you? What’s the word, 
oys ! 
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AGT Two 


THE DUKE 


Why, sure. 


RILEY 
Sure. 


LOUIE 
Sure. 
a” 
GIBBONS 
Doc? [No answer. Answering for him.] 
Sure. We're agreed. [Zo Ritzy] Gimme 


that broom. 


BLAZES 
[ Crossing] I’m not gonna be 


GIBBONS 
[Shoving the end of the straw broom in her face] 
Here, chew on that and clear your throat. 
[Oracularly] Whoever gets the longest straw 
gets her.—[/Vith sardonic relish] God help 
im! [To Ruirzy] Pull ’em_ out, you. 
[Biazes retires to the stove, victously kicks the 
wood-box to pieces and puts the remains in the 
stove.| Let me see—how many ?—one, two, 
three, four ... five counting the Doc. 
That’s the lot. [He hurls the broom down.] 
Hand them over! [He compares the straws.] 


LOUIE 
[Bleating] Let me ’ave one! Let me ’ave one! 
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THE DUKE 


Pipe down. Somebody’s going to hold them 


and then we’ll draw, see? 


GIBBONS 


[Since Loute appears nonplussed| See here, 
some of ’em’s short and some of ’em’s long. 


LOUIE 
[Excited] That’s a little ’un! 


GIBBONS 


If you gets this longest one when we draws, 
you get the girl, 


LOUIE 


Sure, I'll get her. 


BLAZES 


[4t the stove, having closed its door] Play 
your kids’ game, you silly bums. You'll 


none o’ you get me. 


GIBBONS 


[To Ritey] Lay ’em on the table, boy. [They 
move over.| None of ’em’s the same length ? 
Grand! ([Magnificently] There you are, 
boys—five straws, five chances. And I’m 
giving you them, me, Dino Gibbons, ’cos 
you're all a bunch 0’ cock-eyed bums! [He 
laughs uproariously.} 
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ACT TWO 
BLAZES 


You’re a bum too! The biggest bum of the 
lot! [With a ferocity in which there is almost 
@ sob] You blinkin’ idiot 


GIBBONS 


[Delighted] Listen to her! Listen to her!— 
the darlin’, nicg®’ little, lovin’ little heart! 
[He blows her G kiss.] Take ’em up, Riley. 
Now, boys 


THE DUKE 


[ Shri/ly] He ain’t gonna hold’em! He won’t 
hold ’em straight. Give ’em to me! [He 
snatches at the straws. | 


GIBBONS 


No, nor you neither. You been too near 
Broadway, you have. [He pushes Tue Duke 
away and takes the straws from Ritry.| Louie? 
No, you’re a darn fool. Doc? [No answer.] 


Guess I'll hold them myself. 


THE DUKE 


Hey! Hey! [Louvre glances from one to the 
other. | 


RILEY 


Them ain’t the rules of the game. Be a good 
guy. Someone outside the ropes 
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BLAZES 


~ [Scornfully] Go on, fetch the bleedin’ cop 


while you’re about it. 


GIBBONS 


[Inspired] Lord—I have it! You there, kid! 
[Holding the straws in the air, he step-dances.| 
Come on, spit-fire, hell-cat! Help us draw 
your mate. [She shakes her head. GiBBons 
sobers.| Beasport—[xo answer]|—see here— 
I give you a straw for yourself: 


THE DUKE 


Eh? 


GIBBONS 


[To Ritry] The broom, you 
takes a step or two from the fire.} 


(Biazes 


RILEY 


[Handing the broom] What’s the idea? 
[Gipsons pulls a straw out of the broom.] 


GIBBONS 
I adds one straw for her. 


THE DUKE 


What for, anyway ? 


GIBBONS 


If she wins she chooses for herself, 
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THE DUKE 
I don’t like it. 


GIBBONS 


Go to hell! 


THE DUKE 


[ Persisting] But ifhe’s holdin’ ’em and draws 


one for herself 


GIBBONS 


I'll draw for her. 


THE DUKE 
No, you don’t. 


GIBBONS 


What's that? [He throws the broom at the 
Duxe’s feet and advances threateningly.| 


THE DUKE 
[More feebly] I don’t like it. 


GIBBONS 
You’ve got to like it. [Lifting his fist.] Do 
you like it, you son-of-a-bitch ? 


BLAZES 
Leave him alone, you big stiff. I ain’t 
choosin’ none of you. 
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THE DUKE 


- [Ceasing his retreat] Sure, Mr. Gibbons, I like 


it. It’s a great idea, you bet. 


GIBBONS 


[Heartily] That so?—had a hunch you’d 
come to like it. [To the others} Now then, 
let’s go. Here, you! [He seizes Brazes, 
drags her to Centre Downstage and plants her 
with her back to the proscenium. Then he 
closes her right hand upon the straws.| Come 
around, you bums. [They come around.| See 
there, all the ends are together. [Loud] All 
ready? [General assent. Gi1BBONS makes 
Biazes step back one stride.] 


THE DUKE 


It’s gotta be square. 


GIBBONS 


Now then, boys 


[Tue Docror rises belatedly and comes 
forward. 


THE DOC 
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[Peering] Ah, to be sure, the woman again. 
[Biazes shrinks from him.] Don’t be afraid, 
my dear. Just a little physical examination. 
[He looks round the others.] Too many, far 
too many witnesses. It wasn’t with him only, 
it was with waiters, porters, pugilist-—[RiLey 


ACT TWO 


elbows him away. Turning about]—and bums 
off the street. My wife!—a refined woman— 
such indecency. Out of her mind? As a 
specialist [He relapses into his chair and 
recommences his soundless argument with vacancy. | 


GIBBONS 


May the best bum.win! [They siretch out to 
draw. | Steadyyone atatime. The Duke! 


THE DUKE 
I ain’t gonna be first—there’s a trick in it. 


GIBBONS 


Go on, Louie. [Louie draws.] 


LOUIE 


I dunno. 


GIBBONS 
Course you don’t—not till there’s another. 
[Louie attempts to draw again. GIBBONS puts 
his hand on Louin’s face and pushes him back.] 
One’s enough for you—them straws ain’t 
grass, you bloody sheep! Riley! [Rivey 
draws. | 


RILEY 
[Tersely, looking at Lovute’s straw] Beaten 


yer to it. 
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THE DUKE 

~ [Looking over] Some straw! [GiBBons 45 
watching Brazes’ face. Suddenly he turns to 
Tue Duke. ] 

GIBBONS 
You next. [THe Duke shakes his head.] 
You're afraid! 

THE DUKE 
Pll wait. 


BLAZES 
[Steadily, almost sternly] Draw yourself. 


GIBBONS 
[Flashing a glance at her] Sure—why not? 
[He draws.| Hell and damnation! 

RILEY 


Let’s see. [The straws are compared. With 
relish] He’s throw’d her away; he’s throw’d 
her away! I lead. Who next? ([Suddenly, 
to Biazes} Hey, you! Don’t drop them 
straws! Close your hand tight. 


THE DUKE 


[Pinickingly] Well, now I think I may. Who's 
left ? 


RILEY 
The Doc. 
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ACT Two 
THE DUKE 


He don’t count. [He spits on his hands.] 
Here goes! [He draws.) O Christ on 
the Cross! [oztep-dancing.] You can’t beat 
that! She’s mine! She’s mine! I'll have 
her ina minute! I'll have her in a minute! 


RILEY 


[Seizing his arm]kYtere! [He compares straws.] 
Black curses on it! [He flings his straw down.} 
Riley’s luck! Riley’s luck! [He goes and 
sulks in his chair.] 


GIBBONS 
It ain’t over yet—[with intense dislike, to THE 
Duxe]—you crum! The Doc’s gotta draw 
his. 

LOUIE 


Doc! [Tue Doc is talking to himself.) 


GIBBONS 


[ Quickly] Here goes for these two [indicating 
Biazes and Tue Doctor]. 


THE DUKE 
Hey! Crooked! One ata time. 


GIBBONS 
[Whipping the straws from Brazes’ closed fist} 
You go to hell! 
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THE DUKE 


~ Hey! Hey! What are you doing? [He 


dances with anxiety. | 


GIBBONS 


Stand still, can’t you? [He catches Tur DuKE 
by the wrist. He compares the straws. With 
enormous surprise] Holy Moses! Blazes wins! 


[Lovie spits viciously, drifts away and sits 
down. | 


THE DUKE 
[Screeching with rage| That’s the Doc’s! You 
drew ’em both together to put it across me. 
GIBBONS 
It ain’t the Doc’s 


THE DUKE 
It is! 


GIBBONS 
[With ominous quiet] Well—what then ? 


THE DUKE 
Why, you blinking idiot, the Doc’s nothing 
and I get her. 

GIBBONS 


The hell you do! Go stick your beak in a 
bucket! 
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ACT TWO 


THE DUKE 
[Dancing with rage, waving his thin hands] 
Crooked! Crooked! Listen to him, Louie, 
he done me down. [But Lourie and Rizey 
are conferring together. In impotent rage] Vl 
fix you, I will! 


GIBBONS . 
Oh, shut up, you dancing pawn-broker, 


THE DUKE 


I won’t shut up—lI’ve had enough. You 
done me crooked. She ought notta have 
been in the draw. You stuck her in. You 
mixed hers and the Doc’s. You was working 
with her all the time. 


BLAZES 

No, he wasn’t. Quit yellin’! Now I’m 
gonna choose. [Casting her eye over the lot 
she perceives Louir and Rixey seated.) Stand 
up, you lousy bums, while I makes my choice! 
[WVonderingly they rise. She gives the pair the 
once-over.} Sit down again. A sight for 
sore eyes! [She looks at the others.| Dino 
Gibbons didn’t win me. That Duke thinks 
he won me. The Doc had the straw 
[Gesture from Tur Duxe, counter gesture for 
silence from Gippons. Both men follow her 
every motion. She goes round behind the 
Doctor’s chair. He looks up at her, puzzled, 
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_ smiling.) 1 choose—I choose—[murmurs of 


f 


anxiety as she bends over Tur Docror]—the 
biggest fool of the lot—you! [She suddenly 
stands up and points at Gippons. Louvre and 
Riiey /eap to their feet. Tue Duxe rushes 
foward between Brazes and Gipsons.] 


THE DUKE 


You bloody little bitch! [He és about to seize 
Biazes by the throat. GiBBons sends him 
spinning. Louie and Ritey close in threaten- 
ingly. | 


GIBBONS 
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[Jn his element] Now then! [He mills with his 
fists.| Get the hell outa here—all of you! 
Go to your rooms. Huh! Huh! Me and 
my lady’ll sleep in the parlour tonight. [He 
drives Louie and Rirey before him, then he 
looks round for Tue Duxr. Tue Duke 
attempts to take refuge behind the table. 
Gissons, /unging forward with the broom, bars 
the way. THe Duke seizes the broom. It 
looks as if the lamp will be overturned, but 
Gispons closes and pinions THe Duxe’s arms. 
Tue Duke attempts to bite him. GrpBons 
speaks genially| Bite, will you, you cellar- 
rat? [He gets behind him to frogmarch him.] 
Here we goes down Broadway! [THe Duxe 
becomes convulsed. He makes a strange, animal 
noise. His eyes stare. GIBBONS propels him, 
not without one or two halts, toward the door.] 
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Be sick outside! [He pitches him through the 
door which leads to the cells and slams the door 
to with his foot. Then he turns to Biazes, who 
is by the stove. The door to the cells reopens. 
Tue Duke, /ying within on the floor, pokes his 
head round the jamb. His face is like that of 
a child in a frenzy of madness.| 


THE DUKE ar 
[Jn a hissing voice] V'll have the law on you, 


I will. You wait, you big bullying yegg! 
[Gippons turns and slams the door to with his 
foot, then he turns to Biazes again, who has 
quietly placed two chairs together by the stove. 
She has her feet up. Apparently she is pre- 
paring for slumber. Gispons advances, looks 
her over. She takes absolutely no notice, beyond 
a quiet yawn. GiBBons ts dashed. He rubs 
his chin. Then he sees Tue Doctor. THE 
Docrtor’s head has fallen upon his bosom.) 


GIBBONS 
Hey, Doc, git out! [No answer.] 


BLAZES 


He’s asleep—same as I'll be in a minute. 
[Something in Tuer Docror’s attitude arrests 
them both. Pause.) Is he—asleep, Dino? 


GIBBONS 


Dunno. [He approaches cautiously and lifts 
a hand to shake Tue Doc. He suddenly 
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refrains, leans over. After a silence] Yes, he's 
breathin’—just. [Siraightening] Vl pitch 
him out. 


BLAZES 
He don’t make no difference. ... 


GIBBONS 
What? 


BLAZES 


He don’t make no difference. We three can 
sleep in here. He ain’t disturbin’ nobody. 


GIBBONS 
See here, talk sense. I ain’t draw’d lots for 
you for nothing. 


BLAZES 
[Sitting up and putting her feet down.) Oh 


yes, you have. 


GIBBONS 


[Rising and standing over her} Vll_ teach 
you 


BLAZES 


No, you won’t. I got nothing to learn from 
men. I know that look in their eyes they 
don’t know how to hide and all the twists to 
their voices and what the little game is, whether 
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they stands still and touches you same as if 
you were a heathen idol or gets above them- 
selves and starts a riot. Yes, I knows them 
and their ways. Every one of them’s the 
same underneath—sooner or later you'll 
work around to start pawing, trying to get 
all warmed up at a girl’s expense. ‘There’s 
not a pin’s difference between any of you on 
a show-down. fll the time I was in the 
Reform School and ever since I left it they’ve 
tried to paw me. The damned guards at 
the school tried to get me in the corner to 
paw me. The preacher’s boy where I was 
when | came out makes up to me in the shed 
to paw me, and when his reverend father 
finds out he takes me into his room for a talk, 
says a prayer, and tries to paw me. Nothing 
but pawing, pawing, pawing on the road or 
off it, men trying to get something for nothing, 
for plain nothing. But this kid don’t fall 
for it. I’ve beaten better men than you to it, 


Dino Gibbons. So you’d best quit. 


GIBBONS 
[ Automatically] What I want I get. 


BLAZES 
Can that stuff! That baa-ing may do for 
those guys—[indicating the cells |—but it don’t 
get you nowhere with me. If you want to 
get anywhere with me you gotta act decent. 
There’s nothing doing, so you best give up. 
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Sit down, Dino Gibbons, and you'll sleep 
like a baby. You needs it. We're steppin’ 


out tomorrow. 


GIBBONS 
You and I? 


BLAZES 


I didn’t say so. [THe Docror shifts gently.] 
Let him sleep—the Big Guy’s yellin’ for him. 
He’ll be sleepin’ longer this trme tomorrow, 
I guess. 


GIBBONS 


[ Sitting down ; amazedly] Well, I'll be damned! 
You got the cheek of the devil. 


BLAZES 


Have I indeed ? What about yourn? You 
men are all the same: you think you've only 
got to blow yourselves out same as a bullfrog 
an’ any girl’ll fall for you. Gosh, if you 
could see yourselves! There you stands— 
shootin’ out words like a whale shootin’ 
water outa his snout: I kep’ sheep, I did. 
I been in New York, I have. I once hit 
a man, I did. I blowed a safe, by Jesus. 
[Movement of remonstrance.) I got jailed for 
it, you bet. 


GIBBONS 
I ain’t been jailed. 
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BLAZES 


Oh yes, you have, you silly bum. And 
plenty of better men than you. That ain’t 
nothing to start cockadoodlin’ about. 


GIBBONS 
I wasn’t cockadoodling about 


BLAZES * 
You would have if you’s had time. [She 
rises.| You men makes me sick. One 
minute you’re yellin’ what the hell-of-a-man 
you are, the next—[casting her eye over him|— 
you're weepin’ and wailin’ ’cause a girl 


GIBBONS 
I ain’t weepin’ and wailin’. [But his voice 
betrays him.] 


BLAZES 


Stan’ up then and try and look like the makings 
of a man who did a kid called Blazes a good 
turn a little while ago. [She goes over and puts 
a hand on his shoulders.| You're a wise guy, 
Dino Gibbons, but you’ve had too many 
women to know anythin’ about them. They’re 
just a pair of legs to you. The guy that 
gets me got to love me and I gotta love him. 
You couldn’t love—it ain’t in you—not if 
you was to have more wives than Brigham 
Young. 
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GIBBONS 


~I don’t know nothing about love? What 
d’you think I’ve been doing with all them 
women? Why, I kep’ house with one dame 

,more’n six weeks. ([Confidentially] Vl tell 
you something: I got money laid by in all 
the banks of this land and I’m just busy 
drawin’ it and puttin’ it where nobody’ll find 
it, ’cept myself. Why, I got money on me 
now, forty bucks in my boots. I draw’d it 
a bit too bold last time I was on the job. But 
it’s only two more jobs and I’ll set up as a 
family man. 


BLAZES 
(dt her ease] Dame’s waitin’ for you ? 


GIBBONS 


I should guess not. She’s the one got me 
lagged last time I was jolted. She got mad 
when I wanted to marry her. [Jn puzzled 
retrospect.| She weren’t the marryin’ sort. 


BLAZES 
Say, that was kinda tough, eh? 


GIBBONS 


Yes, but I'll settle down some day. Afore 
long [’ll be sittin’ down with my pipe after 
a nice supper, and hearin’ my wife in the 
kitchen [’ll be callin’, “ Where’s my evenin’ 


56 


ACT ir Wo 


paper, wooley-lamb ?”—-and maybe she won’t 
bring it but come and sit on me knee instead. 
Oh, I know what love is. Yep, Dino Gibbons 
knows what life is and woman is and what 
love is. [Sidling close] Say, kid, do you 
fancy me ? 


BLAZES 


[ Stepping back, nopedithout sternness] I'm watchin’ 
you. I think you talks too well to be trusted. 


GIBBONS 


I’ve got a line of talk, I’m not denying it. 
It’s a gift. I says what I feels and I says it 
pretty, ‘cos I’m not an ordinary guy, but a 
man with hairy arms and a man’s voice and a 
chest on me. 


BLAZES 


You’re chesty all right, don’t you worry. 
But I wasn’t born yesterday and I knows what 
I knows—a fine-speaking lover ain’t no more 
to be trusted than a speechifyin’ judge. 
Gab’s cheap. I heard ’em talk pretty enough 
to fetch the golden cross off St. Peter’s, but 
the only friend I ever had was had with twins 
by a guy left her next mornin’, and she died 
bright yeller in hospital, screechin’ her head 
off wors’n a factory whistle. 


GIBBONS 
I ain’t that sort of guy, you know that. 
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BLAZES 
Weren’t you with them when they came 
around me roun’ that stove ? 


GIBBONS 


Yes. ([Hesitating] Yes ... but... 


BLAZES 
But nothing 


GIBBONS 


[Out of his depth] Say ... listen... 


BLAZES 


Nothin’ doin’, you talks too pretty. I ain’t 
got nothin’ on talk. It’s the way a man acts. 
[She moves a little apart.) What were you 
wavin’ that chair for ? 


GIBBONS 
I was drivin’ them away. 


BLAZES 


Sure, so you were, so you could have me all 
for yourself. I seen hundreds of men act 
that way. You was jealous and wanted me 
for yourself, that’s why. Iknowyou. You’re 
all the same. 


GIBBONS 
[Almost pathetic] See here . . . 
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And you draw’d lots and fixed it crooked so 
as you could get me. 


GIBBONS 


[ Outraged, fierce] And who chose me? Act 
square yourself. 
# 
# 
BLAZES 

Did you think I chose you because I fancied 
you, you chesty bum? I chose you ’cos you 
was strong and /ooked as if you had the makings 
of a man. But you're only a bunch of 
words. Fat chance I should have if I met 
you alone on a dirty night, eh? [She seems 
about to cry. | 


GIBBONS 


[Following her] Here! Here! Don’t take 
onso. I ain’t ruined you yet. 


BLAZES 


[ Suddenly, flinging up her head and looking him 
straight in the eyes] Then what are you 
followin’ me about for? Like a dog. I 
knows you men. Sniff, sniff. 


GIBBONS 


[Staggered} 1... 
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BLAZES 


Look in your heart, Dino Gibbons, if you 
have one. What’s you thinkin’ of P What 
have you been thinkin’ of this last hour ? 


GIBBONS 


[Blankly] 1 dunno. You, I guess, Blazes. 


BLAZES 


More blarney. And what difference does it 
make in here—in this hole? If it ain’t you 
it’s the Duke. 


GIBBONS 


I tell you I ain’t like the Duke. 


BLAZES 
Or Riley or 


GIBBONS 


Let ’emtry. Ill show ’em! It ain’t none of 
us. I'll tell you something—you stand up 
there and you give me hell, but you’re going 
to walk outa here same as you came in, and if 
you want to know why—{emphatically|—it’s 
because Dino Gibbons says so, and what he 
says goes, believe me. 


BLAZES 


[With irony, but not without a trace of wonder 
at her handiwork] You look like a man; 
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you speak like a man. [More tenderly] Are 
you a man, Dino Gibbons ? 


GIBBONS 
’Course I’m a man. 


BLAZES 
[Motioning him toward her] Come here, Dino. 
[He comes.] Doayou know how to love, Dino 
Gibbons? vine out her hand.| Maybe 
you do. 


GIBBONS 
[Taking her hand tenderly] Seems so. [Press- 
ing her to him, her head against his coat.| | Or 
else I’m a damn fool. Same thing perhaps. 
[He kisses her hair.} 


BLAZES 
You’re a great guy, Dino. [She lays her head 
on his bosom. She is very weary. Slowly] 
Sure, I’ll tell the world you are. 


GIBBONS 
You bet. [Pause.] I’m a bleedin’ fool, I 
am. [He gently essays to kiss her mouth, but she 
turns it aside and he only succeeds in kissing her 


cheek. | 


BLAZES 
You don’t mind, Dino, do you? It was all 

I had left. ; 
I 
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GIBBONS 


[ Softly, almost in tears] Sure, it’s yours. I 
wouldn’t take it. 


BLAZES 


Let’s sit down, Dino. I’m tired. [fe sets 
her down in her chair and pulls the other up for 
her to put her feet on. He draws his close.] 


GIBBONS 
All set? Gosh, I wish I’d took that China 
shawl I saw in a ’Frisco winder, to put over 
your feet. It had wunnerful roses and birds 
with yaller beaks all over it. You’re a good 
kid, Blazes, and I love you. 


BLAZES 
Oh, Dino, I’m so tired. I could talk nonsense 
same as him [indicating Tue Doctor]. 
GIBBONS 


[After a slow look at Tur Doc] Don’t mind 
him, put your head on my shoulder, there’s 
only us two. 


BLAZES 
[Sighing] I had such a time at that Reform 
School . . . and then all along the road .. . 

GIBBONS 


You and me are goin’ to have better times, 


kid. [The hand of Tue Doctor falls. Pause. 
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The lamp begins to dim.) You and me are 
goin’ to have much better times. . . . Phew! 
How cold it is! Guess that stove’s gone out. 


BLAZES 
Put your arm round me. [He des so. She 
sighs.) It’s cold and it’s gettin’ dark. Soon 
there’ll be only you and me in the dark and 
the cold; but Lat’ happy, Dino, so happy I 
don’t wanta sleep. [She yawns.] 


GIBBONS 
[ Softly, soothing her with his voice] Vl tell you 
something. We’re sure going to have better 
times, you and me, when we'll be lying in a 
little warm room or in summer under the 
stars—eh, Blazes ?—with all the stars looking 
down at us and a little wind, sweeter’n honey, 
moving around in the bushes—eh, Blazes P— 
and you and me nestling closer’n bark on a 
tree—just lying stiller than a stone, eh ?— 
just lying still and saying nothing, but think- 
ing, thinking, thinking what there ain’t no 
words to say. 


[ Silence. The lamp begins to leap, then grows 
very dim. A very long pause. The 
door to the cells opens softly. The Con- 
sTABLE and ‘THE Duke /ook round the 
jamb. They confer in whispers. The 
ConsTABLE, producing an electric torch, 
switches it on to a piece of paper he holds 
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in his hand. He nods. Then he guides 
the beam cautiously across the floor. He és 
about to make it climb up GiBBons’ form 
when the startled Dux, in trying to put 
his hand over it, knocks the beam on to 
Tue Doctor. Tue Doctor starts and 
looks round, bringing his ghastly face 
and staring eyes full into the beam. 
The ConsTaBLe switches off. The pair 
hurriedly withdraw. ‘THE Doctor rises, 
goes toward the door. The lamp flickers 
violently. "THE Doctor turns to G1B- 
Bons and the girl. ‘THE Doctor attempts 
to take Gippons by the shoulder. GtB- 
BONS rouses. ‘THE Doctor wries to speak. 
GrBBons darts glances round the room, 
and, pulling out a pistol, places it on the 
top of the stove. 


[Jn a whisper] Go to sleep, you nut-house, 
there ain’t nothing. 


[Tue Doctor, bending forward, contrives 
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to utter a croak. Buazes stirs. GIBBONS, 
jinger to lip, indicates that the Docror 
is to go. ‘THE Doctor, in a panic, goes. 
He is heard coughing his way down the 
passage. Silence. Gippons rises softly, 
picks up the pistol, and goes to the door. 
He opens it wide, and stands behind it. 
But, even as he stands, he yawns. The 
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lamp is all but out. Darkness and silence 
in the passage. Pause. Gutssons, half 
asleep, closes the door. Then he comes 
back, lays the pistol again on the stove. 
As he does so, the lamp goes out. He is 
heard climbing into his chair. Buazxs 
sighs. Pause. Silence. The storm with- 
out is heard softly. 
* 


w 
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[From the door, in a sharp whisper] Hey, yegg, 
I think the Doc wants to tell you something 

. as I come out I heard the cop at the 
end of the passage ringing on the next station 

. wake up... [No answer. Loud] 
Say, you ain’t wasted no time! Sleep, you 
bastard, then; you’ve had your fun. [He 
goes. Complete silence. The wind again. Then, 
far away and becoming fainter, the mournful 
crying of an engine pulling out.] 


CURTAIN, 
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The curtain rises on the room. It is now all but 
day, and the room is filled with the garish and dreary 
light of a winter dawn when the snow-clad earth lies 
exhausted and still after days and nights of blizzard. 
The room appears grimmer than ever, the fogged 
and stained plaster more repulsive. Buiazes and 
Gipsons are asleep in their chairs. The shivers 
of Brazes testify to the fact that sleep is gradually 
passing from her. GipBons is inert. Buazes 
suddenly sits up, her teeth chattering. The door to 
the cells stealthily closes. Buazes seems half uncon- 
Sciously to notice it, but she is shaking so with chill 
that her vague motion of awareness goes no further 
than a half-turn of the head accompanied by a half- 
yawn of chattering teeth and aching temples. Far 
away a cracked bell chimes seven. Buazes looks 
down at GiBBONS, Stifling a yawn as she does So. 
Then she rises, and, folding her arms across her 
breast, commences a Sstep-dance on tiptoe to warm 
herself. G1psons abruptly wakes, coming up out 
of his sleep like a man emerging from icy water. 
One hand goes to his brow. His head is evidently 
swimming. 


GIBBONS 
Where—eh ? [Glancing sharply at her.) 
What d’you think you’re doing ? 


BLAZES 
[Instantly ceasing her dance ; through her teeth] 

2) stam that cold. - I’m that cold. 
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[Gloomy and absent-minded] ‘The hell you are. 
[His glance falls on the revolver on the stove. 
, Biting his thumb, he meditates.) 


BLAZES 


[Coming over] Sorry I woke you, Dino, [She 
is about to kiss him when she perceives that he 
is preoccupied.| What’s the trouble, Dino ? 
Thinkin’ of what you didn’t have? [Sélence.] 
What is it, Dino ? 


GIBBONS 


Nothing. [He reaches out and puts the revolver 
in his hip-pocket. She kisses him.] 


BLAZES 
Ain’t you goin’ to 


[He looks up.] 
GIBBONS 


[Matter of fact] Sure. [He pecks her cheek. 
She tries to settle on his knee.) Git off, kid. 
I’m thinking. [She rises reluctantly. He rubs 
the tips of his fingers along his teeth. Then] 
Did you hear anything last night? [Btazes 
slowly shakes her head. Ruminatively| 1 
don’ like it. [Casually, testing her] Where 
d’you think the Doc’s gone ? 


BLAZES 


The Doc? [She glances round.) 1 dunno. 
It don’t matter, does it ? 
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He came and woke me up—me!—just when 
I was off . . . might have been a minute, 
might have been an hour . . . actin’ funny, 
croakin’ at me like he seen somethin’ . . . 


BLAZES 
I don’t remembevit. 


GIBBONS 
You was asleep. [Paxse.] 


BLAZES 


Was that why——? [She points to the top 
of the stove.]} 


GIBBONS 


Sure. [Pause.] 


BLAZES 
[Very apprehensive] Dino, Dino, there isn’t 
anythin’? ... 


GIBBONS 


[Stolid] I dunno. [Pause. By force of habit 
he has forgotten her. He rises.) Vd best get 
out while the goin’s good. 


BLAZES 
Dino! [S/ow/y] Is you goin’ now? 
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GIBBONS 
Sure. 


BLAZES 
“ ’m comin’ with you ? 


GIBBONS 
[Preoccupied] Sure, kid. [She is immensely 
relieved. The room is now wholly light. 
Grpsons Jooks surly.] 


BLAZES 


Can I do anythin’ for you, Dino? [GrBBons 
motions for her to keep still.] 


GIBBONS 


I best see that Doc. [His eye travels to the 
door to the cells.) Hello! [To Brazes] Was 
that door shut when you woke ? 


BLAZES 


1 dunno. [Svight gesture of impatience from 
Grippons.] I was that cold. I mis-remem- 
ber. No, I think IJ heard it close. 


GIBBONS 


You did! [He stealthily takes out his revolver 

and moves up Right.| Open that door. [She 

goes toward it and is about to open it when 

GIBBONS gives an impatient and warning hiss. 

Low] Not that way. Never stand in front 
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of a door when you open it. You never know 
what may be behind. [He motions her round 
to Right. He nods for her to open. Buazzs, 
with a swift motion, opens the door. THE 
Duke nearly falls in, but, recovering, slouches 
into the middle of the room.  Silence.] 


THE DUKE 


# 
[Leering] Slep” well? Had a good night ¢ 
[He feels Gippons’ eye upon him.| 1 left 
Somethin’ in here last night... . [He 
glances round uneasily, catches sight of G1BBONs’ 
revolver, appears not to see it.| It don’t seem 
PBC ET SH. +) a 
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It never was. You was listening... 


THE DUKE 


[Skirting round toward door to cells, laughing 
in an ugly fashion] You're right, you're 
always right. I thought you might be 
having some more fun with this little broad 
here. 


BLAZES 


Hit him, Dino! [Gripsons kicks at him, but 
Tue Duke is already through the door. 
Gissons spits after him. Buazes looks engutr- 
ingly at GipBons. | 
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GIBBONS 


He hasn’t the spunk: just a rat. [Pause.] 
All the same, guess we’ll hit the trail. Take 
a look outa that door. [Buazes ries the door 
in Centre Back. It is locked. She turns, scared. 
Reassuringly| That’s all right—the cop last 
night. Try that window. [He points to the 
window in Left Back.] 


BLAZES 


Can’t see nothin’—too much frost. [She pulls 
out one of the rags.) Say! [She is evidently 
seeing something. | 


GIBBONS 
[Tensely] Keep your mug outa that hole. 
[Biazes stuffs back the rag.] 


BLAZES 


The Duke 
hardly speak. | 


[She is so alarmed she can 


GIBBONS 


[Pointing to his throat] Swallow slowly .. . 
HOW =5 54 \-< 


BLAZES 


The Duke was round the corner talkin’ to 
two bulls. He was askin’ for somethin’ and 


they put it in his hand. 
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GIBBONS 
Harness-bulls! City cops! 


BLAZES 
[Weakly] Oh, Dino! 


GIBBONS 
Want to quit ? 4 a 


BLAZES 
[Nervous but resolute] No. 


GIBBONS 


[Firmly] Shut up then... . 


We'd best get 


gone quick. [He glances round, considering 
ways and means.) I think the bars were 
a bit cock-eyed round that window. [He 
indicates window in Left Wall. They approach 
it. GripBons stands close up behind her, his 
left hand on the collar of her coat, his revolver 
held ready in his right. Buazzs begins gently 
to pull at one of the rags in the window.] 


BLAZES 


[Freezing] Sssss ... [Pause. Suddenly the 
window shoots up. Two right hands, a revolver 
in each, are thrust in.]| 


VOICE OF SECOND CONSTABLE 


Stick ’em up! [Btazzs flings up her hands as 
Gissons jerks her back, and, crouching behind 
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her, begins to scuttle backward. The guns 
waver in uncertainty. GiBBoNS has ust 
arrived opposite the window in Centre Back 
when there are sounds of the door in Centre Back 
being unlocked. CGiBBons gives one glance at 
it. He Jets go of Burazes and scuttles back to 
between the door in Centre Back and the door to 
the cells. He jerks it open.] 


BLAZES 


[ Looking over her shoulder, in a yell] Look out! 
[Tue Duxs, stepping backward in terror as 
Gipzons half rises to scuitle sideways through 
the door, shoots G1BBONS in the back with a police 
revolver. G1BBoNS staggers and falls forward 
on his face. Fractional pause. Buazes &s 
puzzled.) Say, you haven’t . . . killed him ? 
[Tue Duke stares. Grpsons gives a heave of 
his shoulders, then hes still.] 


‘THE DUKE 
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[Crowing] 1 gothim! I got him! Lie there, 
king o’ the yeggs! 


[He kicks the fallen man’s boots. The 
SreconpD and TuirD CONSTABLES en- 
deavour meanwhile to peer in through 
the window. The door in Centre Back 
is obstructed by the fallen figure. The 
SUPERINTENDENT, followed by the Con- 
STABLE, Squeezes through. 


ALC ) TH REE 
THE SUPT. 


[4 stoutish, bluff and breezy fellow, hard as 
nails to the adult, sentimental toward the young ; 
angrily] Who shot this man? 


BLAZES 


[Indicating Tue Duxt] That. [Meanwhile 
the ConsTABLe bends down over Gispons and 
busies himself with First Aid. The Srconp 
and TuirpD ConstaBLes leave the window.] 


THE SUPT. 


What the hell are you shooting him for ? 
We had him cold as ham on a plate. [He 
crosses over to Tue Duxe. Burazes kneels 
down by the body. The Seconp and TuirpD 
ConstaBLes enter by door in Centre Back.] 


THE DUKE 


He was comin’ at me. [THE SuPERINTEN- 
DENT glances at the ConsTABLzE.] You give me 
the gun, didn’t you? 


CONSTABLE 


[Without looking up] Couldn’t have been. 
He’s shot in the back. [THE SuPERINTEN- 
DENT glances at THE Duxe with distaste.] 


THE DUKE 


I gits the reward ? 
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THE SUPT. 


[Quietly taking the revolver from Tur Duxe] 
It there is a reward you'll—[He has the 
revolver |—see us get it. 


SECOND CONSTABLE 


Look out! Disarm him! [Btazes has picked 
up Gippons’ revolver and is looking at THE 
Duke with a strange expression. The Con- 
STABLE /wists it out of her fingers. She remains 
staring. | 


THE SUPT. 


[To Srconp ConstaBLE] Good, you. [He 
turns to the CONSTABLE and encounters BLAZES’ 
face.| Poor kid, you were his punk, eh? 
[To the ConstaBLe}] Well ? 


CONSTABLE 


He’s living—kinda. Got him in the spine. 
[Biazes urns to the fallen figure. | 


THE SUPT. 


[Bending down over GipBons, to THIRD Con- 
sTABLE] "Phone the ambulance, you. [The 
Turd ConstaBLe goes out.) Pick him up 
and set him on the table so the surgeon can 
get athim. [The SupERINTENDENT moves the 
table into the middle of the room, then he goes 
back. The SUPERINTENDENT, the CONSTABLE 
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and Seconp ConstaBle place GrpBons on the 
table. While they are doing so, Louie and 
Rivey appear at the door to the cells, Louie 
peering over Rixey’s shoulder.) 


LOUIE 


Did he get one? 


RILEY a * 


No, you fool, one of ’em got him. [The pair 
cautiously advance.] 


GIBBONS 
[Feebly] Who was it ? 


BLAZES 


The Duke. 


GIBBONS 
O Christ! [He jerks the upper part of his 
body, turning a terrible face on Tue Dvuxg] 
You ! [Ruxey says a word to Louie.] 


CONSTABLE 


Steady! You ain’t in too good shape—[ But 
the warning is unnecessary. GiBBONS has 
sunk back. Only his eyes blaze. The police 
being occupied with GipBons, suddenly Loutg 
and Rivey set on Tur Duxet. Tue Duke 
shrieks. ] 
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THE SUPT. 

[Shouting] None o’ that! [He and the Con- 
STABLE Separate the combatants. To the Con- 
STABLE] Where the hell did they come 
from? Lock ’em up, you. Out you get! 
[The ConsraB Le drives Louis and Ritey before 
him. At the door Rirry halts. Gissons has 
turned his head and is looking despairingly after 
Rey. |] 


RILEY 
[Shouting] I tried to warn you the Doc came 
and acted funny as if he’d seen somethin’— 
but you was asleep... [The ConsTABLE 
hustles him.| So long, old guy! [They are 
hustled out. Grippons raises himself slightly 
on his elbow, his gaze turning from the door to 
the cells toward his feet. Understanding dawns 
in his face. The Second ConsTABLE watches 
him.) 

SECOND CONSTABLE 
Hospital’s the place for you. You'll be all 
right. 

THE SUPT. 

[Jntervening] One moment. Consider your- 
self under arrest, Dino Gibbons. 

GIBBONS 
[With difficulty] Hospital—jail, is it? [With 
a feeble attempt at bravado] I’ve beaten you to 
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it—all you’ll get is a lump o’ meat. [Pause 
With sudden passion] Get outa here! [The 
police exchange glances.) You got. the king 
of the yeggs—what more do you want? 
[They hesitate.] Get outa here—you ain’t fit 
to watch a good man die . . . or shall I kick 
you out? [He attempts to move.}] Oh, Jesus, 
my legsare gone! [The tears run down his face.] 
BLAZES a” 
[Fiery] Get out, you bloody cops! [Shrieking] 
Get out! Get out! [The ConsraBte and 
TuirpD ConstaBLe return and stand just inside 
the door to the cells. | 


THIRD CONSTABLE 
The Hospital says the ambulance is out on 
a case, sir, but will be along in about twenty 
minutes. 


THE SUPT. 
Good. [He dismisses the Tu1rp ConsTaBLe. 
Then he glances at Brazes. To the ConsTaBe] 
Lock that door, you. [The ConsrasLe Jocks 
the door in Centre Back. The SuPERINTENDENT 
glances at Gippons.] Well, perhaps... 
[To Grissons] The ambulance won’t be 
long, my man. [No answer. GiBBons is 
staring again. The SUPERINTENDENT Signals 
departure. The police go. Pause. Silence. 
Buazes, silently sobbing, sinks her head on 


Giszons’ feet. | 
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GIBBONS 


Well, are you satisfied? [Pause. The sobs 
cease. | 


BLAZES 
(At last] What d’you mean, Dino? 


GIBBONS 
You silly bitch, you was the cause of this. 


BLAZES 


Mesa 2) Makes 


GIBBONS 


You and your words. You fooled me pretty. 
If I'd ha’ done with you what I meant, what 
I oughta have done, | shouldn’t be lyin’ here 
like a par’lyzed dog that some ol’ party gets 
a bum to knock on the head behind the soil- 
box. [She stares at him stunned, uncompre- 
hending.| Get wise—if I’d been awake, same 
as I should have been if I’d taken you, I’d 
"av seen what the Doc seen, I’d’av heard Riley. 


BLAZES 


[4t Jast] You don’t know what you’re sayin’. 


GIBBONS 


[Wrathful] 1 don’t, don’t I? I tell you if 
I'd took you, I’d ’av been awake and they 
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wouldn’t ’av stolen a march on me. [She 
looks as if she were going to cry. Mumbling] 
It’s always the same. Such as you and the 
Duke—doublecrossers—all 


BLAZES 


What ? 


Pd 
GIBBONS al 


You and the Duke and the cops. [Wearily] 
The little ones bringin’ down the big ones. 


BLAZES 
Stop it! You’re crazy, clean crazy! 


GIBBONS 


Crooked! Crooked! You’ve fooled me, the 
Duke fooled me, the 


BLAZES 
I didn’t fool you, I ain’t a doublecrosser. 
I loved you. I love you still, I do, I do! 


GIBBONS 
I should ’av taken what I wanted same as I[ 
said. 


BLAZES 
But you didn’t want it. 
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GIBBONS 
Fat lot you know about it—you virgin! 


BLAZES 


Don’t! Don’t! You didn’t want it when 
you really knew me, when I’d spoken to you. 


GIBBONS 


[Sudky] When you’d fooled me. You had 
to do it to save yourself, I s’pose, bein’ what 
you are. 


BLAZES 


You know you could have had it right here 
last night directly we was sure of each other. 
I wasn’t foolin’ you. I was just seein’ if you 
really was the man I wanted. You must 
believe that, Dino! 


GIBBONS 


[Looking at her weakly, sighing] | guess you 
meant it. Mebbe you loved me. Mebbe 
I loved you. It don’t make no diff; I’m 
highballin’ out o’ here and you won’t have 
nobody to love. So we’re square. [With 
sudden ferocity] It’s them that’s got me that 
I'd like to get even with—that Duke—them 
cops—and all that’s back of them, the old 
.doublecrossers on the bench, the robbers in 
the banks, the fatheads in churches, all of ’em, 
: till you gets right away up—t[he gestures] — 
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‘bove churches, "bove everything, to the Big 
Boss in the clouds. To hell with them! 
Have more guts than the others, be a yegg— 
sooner or later you get sent up. Act square 
and don’t take what you want—and you get 
shot. There ain’t no sense nor justice in 
them. What the hell’s livin’ anyhow ?>—like 
bein’ slung on a freight when you’re stewed 
and its twenty pefow: ride it and you freeze, 
fall off and you crack your fool nut, and I 
didn’t ask to be slung on it. Life! There 
ain’t nothing in it anyhow. 


BLAZES 


There’s the things you didn’t do, Dino. 


GIBBONS 
Look at me! Hell of a lot o’ good they done 
me. 


BLAZES 
Say doin’ good to yourself ain’t the big idea, 
Dino ¢ 


GIBBONS 
Hell! Don’t talk pretty. Damn them all! 
God damn everythin’! 


BLAZES 
That ain’t the Dino shot square with me last 
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GIBBONS 


You're right. It ain’t. I was a fool. It’s 
the law o’ things. You gotta know what you 
are and stay what you are, you gotta act like 
you’re made. 


BLAZES 


I don’t give a rap what you say. You thinks 
everythin’s crooked countin’ yourself- 


GIBBONS 


[With profound conviction] It ain’t crooked to 
be a yegg. It’s just sense. All the strong 
ones are yeges. 


BLAZES 


Mebbe it’s all crooked, but I foun’ some- 
thin’—I foun’ a regular man. 


GIBBONS 


[ Savagely] The hell you have! You found a 
fool! Look at him! [With ferocious irony] 
When am I goin’ to love you now ? 


BLAZES 


[Softly] You’re goin’ to love me always—for 
ever an’ ever. They haven’t taken nothin’ 
from us, Dino. They give me somethin’ 
I shan’t never lose. 
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You won’t say that after I’m croaked and they 
buries me where you can’t never find me. 
You won’t be long in losing me then—when 
there’s nothing left but yegg’s bones. And 
serve you right. Actin’ square ain’t no good 
—hopin’ ain’t no good either—you’ve gotta 
fight, fight, fichs: [The tears run down her 
face.| Don’t try. There’s nothing to cry 
for—but everything! [Gazing at her hungrily] 
And cryin’ don’t help—it only hurts your 
pretty eyes. [Pause.] I’m goin’ now—l’m 
gettin’ colder’n an iceberg. [She takes off 
her coat and puts it over him.| Don’t act silly. 
Put it on. You need it, watchin’ a hobo die 
in a freezing calaboose. [But she arranges 
it over him.| WHoly smoke! There he is 
again. [She glances toward the stove on which 
his gaze rests.] 


BLAZES 
Who? 


GIBBONS 


Me—{he motions with his head}—standin’ 
up boastin’ that I doesn’t want this little skirt 
and I ain’t goin’ to let the others have it 
either. Dino Gibbons, you was a great guy 
last night, but now you knows what you are— 
an empty sardine can on the junk heap. 
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BLAZES 


I don’t care! I don’t care! You’re my 
Dino! My Dino! 


GIBBONS 


(Weakly, not without a hint of tenderness] The 
more god-dam idiot I! [Movement of pain.] 
There’s smoke in my eyes. ... Give mea 
kiss, kid . . . you acted your way and me 
mine... it's the law o things .. -yyou 
gotta... I can hear it pantin’: “ Huff, 
huff!” it says, “ Huff, huff!” [He sighs.] 
I’m goin’ the long trip . . . gee, it’s dark 
and cold it is, pullin’ out... [Suddenly, 
almost frantically) Wave your handkerchief 
to me! [Her hand trembles over his face.] 
oovlong: . .. [fle stiles.) 2 Blagess 
[He seems to fade. Then suddenly] Hit ’em, 
girl, hit ’em—you knows who—[He cod/apses] 
—keep on hittin’ ’em. [She covers her face 
as his hand falls. He dies. She seems to be 
listening. Then, very cautiously, she looks at 
him.} 


BLAZES 
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[Placing one hand in his breast] Yes, you must 
be. [Her head sinks. The hand withdraws 
and jalls to her side. Closing her eyes she rocks 
gently. When she comes to, it is with a still, 
calm expression. She places one hand on each 
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side of his head and bends over him. Softly] 
I diddun’ think a guy like you could die—[her 
lips are almost on his mouth}—last night. 
[Several soft kisses ; murmuring] . . . Closer 
than bark on a tree . . . stiller than a stone 
. . . you looks quiet, Dino Gibbons, as if 
you was lyin’ under the stars, same as you 
promised me, thinkin’, thinkin’, thinkin’ what 
there ain’t no words to say. [Pause. A loud 
sob. Several lesser sobs. Gradually the sobs 
cease. She slowly straightens, gazing stead- 
fastly at him. At last, looking upward, with an 
intense expression) | knows, I knows there’s 
Somethin’! [Bending over with infinite tender- 
ness and an adult gesture.| Thank you, yegg. 
[ She seems about to kiss him but does not. Pause. 
She straightens. She takes her coat off him and 
puts it on, looking at him all the while with a 
grateful expression. She straightens his clothes 
@ little. Then her expression changes and she 
begins to unlace his boots. She takes the right 
boot off.| You’ve given me somethin’ here, 
Dino—{she taps her breast}—but you know— 
[sadly and whimsically|—1 jus’ gotta have the 
dough. And you’d hate to have them cops 
get it. [She fishes a note out of the boot.) 
Ten. [She stuffs the note into a pocket. The 
door to the cells opens. Tue DuKe enters 
hurriedly, closing the door behind him. He takes 
one glance at the corpse, then goes straight 
to her. Buazes holds the boot behind her 
back. ] 
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THE DUKE 


~ [Sidling close] 1 dessay I can fix it with them 
cops. You and I, you know. [He Jeers. 
Buazes slowly raises the boot and strikes at him. 


‘ He catches her arm, takes the boot from her. 
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She draws away from him, a look of horror on 
her face. Then she runs to the window in Left 
Wall, still looking over shoulder at him. With 
difficulty she scrambles through the bars. As 
she disappears she spits venomously in his direc- 
tion. ‘THE Duke, boot in hand, moves a few 
steps toward the window. Then he finds he ts 
carrying the boot. He gives it a puzzled glance. 
Then he puts two and two together, peers inside - 
it, lets it drop. Swiftly he goes to the other boot, 
draws it off, picks out three notes. He holds 
them aloft, swaggers, pitching the second boot 
after the first.| There’s better gals on Broad- 
way, I guess, and you'll sure make it this 


trip, kid. 


[He hears someone coming and pockets the 
money. He has just time to take up a 
position to the Right of the door to the cells, 
when the ConsTaBLE flings open the door, 
takes in the empty room at a glance, and 
marches straight to the corpse. HHurriedly 
he goes through the pockets, while Tur 
Duxe slips out unobserved. The Con- 
STABLE Sees the boots are gone. He rubs 
his chin. His gaze travels to the window 
in Left Wall. He advances toward it, 
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jinds the boots, picks them up, looks inside, 
feels inside, finds nothing, flings them down 
in disgust. The engine gives three short, 
cheerful hoots without. He looks up, 
curses under his breath, starts kicking the 
boots. 
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